Jeffry declined. His expression growing belligerent, he watched^
Rufus light a cigarette and toss the match into the empty grate.
Rufus asked slowly, " Why should you apologize to me? "
*' I had no business making remarks about Gabrielle." Jeffry's
voice was as starched as his shirt collar.
" It seems to me Gabrielle is the person to whom you should make
amends."
Surprise lighted Jeffry's eyes.   " I didn't think of that."
A flare of anger pushed Rufus. " You make me sick. Where's
your guts? Mooning over a lost love and passing up the real thing.
You don't deserve Gabrielle."
" And you do, I suppose," flashed Jeffry, his fists clenched.
Rufus' lips twisted scornfully.    " I'd try to, if I got the chance."
"Are we going to have to fight about this after all? I thought
we might be adult about it."
Rufus nodded. " You win." His gaze flicked over Jeffry distaste-
fully. " We'll probably meet often. I'd suggest we both keep to the
prescribed role whenever that happens."
He accepted Jeffry's curt nod and remained standing while Jeffry
stalked out of the apartment. Then he sank into a chair and covered
his face with his hands. In retrospect he regretted his inactivity. He
wished he had whaled the tar out of Jeffry Lane. At least action
would have relieved the pressure of his need for Gabrielle. It would
have dulled the pain of her presence and the ache of her absence. -J
Half angrily, Rufus ran his hands through his hair. Hell, fight or
no fight, the result would be the same. But remembering Jeffry's self-
confident face, he thought how satisfying it would have been to have
given him a black eye and a few choice bruises.
Jeffry went at once to Gabrielle. He was astonished at the courage
it took to present himself before her. Did it mean so much to him
that she would despise him after he asked her forgiveness for a regret-
table result? Had she been, indeed, a spectator to the entire quart el,
or had she merely walked in at the end of it?
After all, it didn't make any difference what she had heard or had
not heard. Why had he allowed himself to be swayed by unreasoning
anger at the sight of Rufus Drake? He knew that Gabrielle saw Rufus"
occasionally. Truthfully, it hadn't mattered to him whom she saw or
did not see. Julia still filled all his thoughts, and his envy centred on
Chambers, not on Rufus. What then had aroused him? The echo
of an old hurt? Had it rankled to be at a loss in front of Rufus?
Since Julia had thrown him over, Jeffry's appraisal of his own
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